THE    HONEYSUCKLE    AND    THE    BEE

were in London, we used to examine second-hand book-
sellers' catalogues in the luncheon hour, and compare in
the evenings the things we had found in cellars and on
barrows. Now in his retirement, he had gone on, and the
shaded luxurious room was lined with leather bindings,
old and new, with gold letters softly gleaming on them.
As I turned over the early printed books, the old poets,
the beautiful reprints by modern presses, a desire for
material possessions came faintly, but poignantly, back
which I thought I had lost for ever; and I was astonished
to find how many dates, whether of Aldines or eighteenth-
century quartos, had lain dormant in my mind, ready to
spring to life like those mythical seeds which did but
sleep in the tombs of the Pharaohs. In company with a
man who never lived more than he had to in his own
time, to whom foreign countries were chiefly places
which had contained early presses at Venice, Florence,
Basle, Strasbourg and the like, and the map of England
was studded (as to others with towns, mines or golf-
courses) with good second-hand bookshops, I returned
for a while to an air in which Pynson and de Worde,
Burton, Urquhart, Baskerville and Charles Lamb were
"forms more real than mortal man" at present thumping
and bellowing on the planet. Whisky, a siphon, and cut
glasses were brought in; drinks were poured out; and
Charles incessantly sat down and chatted and then, as
something arose in talk, went to open glass-fronted
shelves and brought out one more treasure, spreading
out his hands in delight over red-morocco, gilt-tooled on
the overlaps, armorial deckings on calf, presentation
copies from Locke and Beckford, and paper, centuries
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